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or Homestead. 
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@ | usually operate as a reporter, but 
I do a little desk work now and again, 
and that is why the telegraph editor 
of the paper for which I work asked 
me the other night to sit in and read 
during the rush hour be- 


some Copy 


fore we got the Ottawa edition away. 
I sat in on the rim and the man 

in the slot 

the C. P 


short 


tossed me a flimsy from 
wire. It was one of these 
items which Canadian Press, 
sometimes without much justification, 


( alls 


this 


“brighteners” and it went like 


Hexham, 
Eng CP 


the strangest plac es. 


Northumberlandshire, 
Love finds a way in 
Courting 


couples are invading 


Hexham’s crematorium grounds in 
h numbers that a Councillor 


suc 


says the grounds should be re 
named ‘spoonatorium’. 

J]. Cullen, Chairman of the 
Council, says that as a confirmed 
bachelor he 
really reliable opinion but 

“T think a cemetery is hardly the 
place for telling the old, old story.” 


Now the cemetery is to be closed 


could not express a 


at 5 p.m., except on special occa- 


Sions 


My pencil, poised for the attack 


DECEMBER, 1950 





11 OFFICES 


of 


TO 4 ML /0M CANADIANS 








in Newfoundland 


BRANCHES AT: 
St. John’s Deer Lake 
ee » Grand Falls 
Corner Brook _5t- George’s 
West Bishop's Falls 
Curling Buchans 
Stephenville Crossing 


BANK OF MonTREAL 


Canada's First Sank 








a 


OF EVERY DESCRIPTION | 
* FRESH * FROZEN 
*CANNED *SALT 


*SMOKED *SALMON 
*LIVE LOBSTERS 





Wholesale Distributors of all 
Newfoundland Products 











BLUE PETER BRAN a 
KING NEPTUNE BRAND, yee 
Yorth Syduey Uso Scotia “S37 








Exporters: 


FISH 
and 
FISHERY 
PRODUCTS 


CROSBIE & CO. LTD. 


WATER STREET ST. JOHN'S 





THE MODERN UPTOWN 
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that in the ordinary course of events 


would have marked up the copy in a 
few seconds and sent it to the com- 
posing room headed something like: 

Saip No Pace 


For Tue Op, Oup Story 


(CEMETERY 


I sat there gazing into space and 
Pat and the 
with the 


thinking about my Unck 
time he fell in love mer- 
who liked to sit in 
Newfoundland 
and read the collected works of John 
Keats or the Idylls of the 


other romantic 


chant’s daughter 
a village cemetery in 
King o1 


somne work 


@ As anyone in Newfoundland knows 
it is not a good idea for an ordinary 
to fall 


merchant's daughte1 


young man about the 
with the 
It’s all right for 


village 
in love 
the doctor’s son, o1 
the magistrate’s son or even now and 
then for the 
definitely not all right for 
fellow like my Uncle Pat 
But Uncle Pat, like 


was a man of resource and imagina- 


school teacher but it is 


young 


all our family, 
tion. I have mentioned that he went 


in for such unorthodox activities as 


bee-keeping, and should have 
tioned that he had his 


outside the 


men- 
hives just 
fence of the village ceme- 
tery which, as often happens in New- 


tree-shaded 


This was the 


foundland, was the only 
place for miles about 
which the 


same cemetery in mer- 


chant’s daughter,—-a pretty, jolly girl 
found the 
magistrate’s son a bore, the 


with a lively eye who 
doctor’s 
son a pest and the school teacher too 


hold het 


from 


used 
Keats and 


timid to even hand 


to sit and read 
Tennyson 
engaged one 


She was so sunny 


afternoon when she was stung just 
above the knee by one of Uncle Pat's 


bees 


Now, except for the location of the 


sting, this was no accident. 
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Uncle Pat had worshiped from afar 
longer than could reasonably be ex- 
pected in a man of his temperament 
and had planted the bee to hurry 
things along. 

As he planned the romantic little 
scene the merchant's daughter was to 
be stung on the arm or shoulder or 
some such convenient place and he 
was to come bounding bravely onto 
the stage, apply first aid, perhaps even 
going so far as to press his lips to the 
sting to suck out the venom, and 
generally place himself in a romantic 
and even heroic light 

Che bee however had no feeling for 
the theatre and crossed up my Uncle 
Pat by stinging the merchant’s daugh- 
ter not, according to the script, on 
the arm or shoulder but just above 
the knee 

So that when the’ merchant's 
daughter cried aloud in great distress 
and Uncle Pat came bounding across 
the grave mounds great confusion 
ensued 

You see a young Newfoundland 
lady, at that time at least, simply did 
not have knees as far as members of 
the male sex were concerned. So 
that Pat was greeted, not with the 
relief and gratitude he had antici- 
pated, but with something in the 
nature of hysteria produced by a mix- 
ture of physical pain, maidenly 
modesty and womanly impatience 
with a big lout who just stood there 
waving his hands helplessly and mak- 
ing it impossible for her to do the 
one thing in the world she most de- 
sired at the moment—that is rub her 
leg vigorously just above the knee. 

The scene ended with the mer- 
chant’s daughter bursting into tears, 
calling my Uncle Pat a stupid lout 
and running, with a pronounced 
limp, out of the cemetery and away 
home. 
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Poor Pat was crushed. He sat on 
a headstone and is not ashamed to 
confess now that he shed a few tears 
himself as he contemplated the ruin 
of all his hopes and plans Then he 
picked up the copy of the Collected 
Works of John Keats which the mer- 
chant’s daughter had left behind and 
gazed at it sadly this at least he 
would keep as a souvenir, a memento, 
a tender remembrance of his lost love. 

lucking the book under his arm he 
went slowly home through the gather- 
ing dusk 
@ With a reminiscent § smile and 
dreamy eves I was watching the last 
rays of the dying sun fade from the 
now deserted cemetery when the tele- 
graph editor spoke with deadly polite- 
ness. 

“Mr. Cahill,” he said, “I hate to 
interrupt what is apparently a vers 
pleasant train of thought but we 
really do have to get a paper on the 
street some time this morning. Would 
you please get the lead out?” 

I hastily slapped a head on the C.P. 


‘brightener’’, started it on its way to 


the composing room and took up a 


“think” piece about the war in Korea. 

Later when the paper came up I 
took a copy down to my own desk, 
turned up the little piece about the 
cemetery in Northumberlandshire, 
read it again and, sipping coffee and 
munching a sandwich, was soon back 
in Newfoundland watching my nele 
Pat make a comeback 
@ It took him about a week to get 
his spirits up again. ‘Then after sup- 
per one evening he shaved carefully, 
put on his best suit and, taking along 
the Collected Works of John Keats, 
marched bravely up to the merchant's 
door 

My Uncle Pat spoke up manfully 
to the merchant's daughter and said 


he understood this was her book 
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She said why yes, it was, and 
where had he found it? 

He said in the cemetery, and she 
said My, how could it have got 
there 

Then they looked at each other and 
they both smiled and then laughed 
ind she invited him in 

She said that the doctor’s son and 
the school teacher were already there 

nd that the magistrate’s son would 
probably drop in late: She said 
they planned to have a little musi 
ind perhaps play a couple of hands 
if forty-fives later in the evening. 

My Uncle Pat, with one foot over 
the threshold, stopped 

He was not as well up on the Eng- 
lish poets as the merchant's daughter, 
but there did come into his mind 
some fragments of a verse he had 

id somewhere ind rather hked 
Something about 

He either fe: his fate too much, 

ire small 

Who fears to put it to the test 

lo win or lose t all.’ 

Hi took i deep breath and sug- 

sted that it was a pity to spend 

h a nice evening indoors 

It is a lovely evening,” she said: 
nd then, tentatively “T'll get the 
bovs and we'll! all go for a walk.” 

My Uncle Pat moved in fast. He 
said the bovs could look after them- 
selves for a while, lifted a coat from 
a rack in the hallway, draped it mas- 
terfully about her shoulders and 
hurried her, breathless but laughing, 
down the garden path and onto the 
road 

Well, as has been mentioned, the 

tree-shaded place for miles 
around was the village cemetery and 
it was natural that two young people 
out for a stroll in the summer twilight 
should find themselves after a while 


seated on her coat under one of the 
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trees and talking of this and that 
while they looked out over the small, 
scattered frame houses of the village 
towards where the rising moon was 
drawing a pale silver ribbon for miles 
along the sea. 

And it was natural, under the 
parti ular circumstances of this case, 
that reference should be made, care- 
fully at first and then more boldly and 
with some laughter, to the bee-sting- 
ing episode of a couple of days ago. 
And that an apologetic, but not too 
abjectly contrite, explanation of how 
the bee happened to be there should 
be made by my Uncle Pat and re- 
ceived with pretended indignation at 
first and later with amused forgive- 
ness by the merchant’s daughter. 

And it was natural also that in 
proper time the merchant’s daughter 
should miss the protection of her coat 
und shiver a little in the cooling air. 
And that my Uncle Pat should slip a 
strong young arm about her and that 
after a reasonable interval she should 
find herself under the necessity of 
being firm about going home after 
the next kiss. 

Uncle Pat is today doing very well 
with a neat little combination garage, 
gasoline station and marine engine 
repair shop. His father-in-law ranted 
and roared a bit when he was first 
informed about the romance, but 
eventually came around all right and 
even put a little capital into the 
young couple’s business 

Pat spends most of his time work- 
ing on the engines nowadays while 
his wife keeps the books and minds 
the house and the children. 

But for sentiment’s sake they both 
take a little time off every now and 
again to tend a couple of hives of bees 


near the village cemetery. 


[Sirmm hel 
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Newfoundland Christmas 


by MICHAEL F. HARRINGTON Christmas Party the Christmas 
Box’ and the greeting-card, carol- 
At Home inging and other Yuletide cus- 
——— toms, fill the Christmas picture 
and the spirit of the Christ Child 
f ig people of Newfoundland is very manifest throughout the 


are descendants of English length and breadth of the land. 


settlers mainly from the West Newfoundlanders are a_ very 
Country, Irishmen principally religious people, and their devot- 
from the south and east coasts, ion to their various faiths is never 
and a few Highland and Lowland so clearly demonstrated as at the 
Scots. Steeped as they are in the Christmas Season. In the midst of 
Christian tradition they have a all their gaiety, people young and 
vast legacy of Christmas customs _ old do not forget that Christmas is 
and traditions, a great many of a holy time and the many ser- 
which were brought by these vices in city cathedrals and village 
settlers to their new home churches are thronged at morn 
So it is that in Newfoundland, and eve. 
the Christmas Tree and the An obvious link with the 


“Christmas is the look of wonder and 
realization on the face of a child.” 
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People crowd the stores shopping for 
gifts, Christmas decorations and goodies. 


And of course there is the turkey to be 
bought. For what is Christmas without turkey? 
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Mother Lands of their ancestors is 
still forged, perhaps unknowingly 
by the younger generation. Be- 
tween Christmas Eve and Twelfth 
Night, the ‘mummers’ can be seen 
going from house to house to sing 
and be feasted and 
otherwise rewarded by their in- 
voluntary host. Wearing bizarre 
masks and garbed in motley cos- 
tumes, they may be unaware that 
the tradition they are carrying on 
back a thousand 


and dance 


goes years and 


more. 


Generous and understanding, as 
only a people can be that has lived 
so long and so close to adversity, 
Newfoundlanders at Christmas 
open their hearts and their homes 
to one another. They look with 
kindliness on the less fortunate in 
their sick, the 


midst, and the 


¥ “> 


Mountains 


12 


friendless and the needy are not 
forgotten. 

Organizations and private citi- 
zens go to great lengths to bring 
cheer good things 
and delights, to all and 
creeds, who might otherwise pass 
the festive drab in- 
equity. Clubs and societies collect 
amongst their members and pre- 
pare hampers of food and pre- 
sents which are distributed with- 
out regard to the usual social and 


and comfort, 


classes 


season in a 


religious distinctions. 

This year, in an effort to make 
sure that there is no overlapping, 
and that some persons do not re- 
ceive all, and others get none, a 
Welfare Council comprising mem- 
bers of clubs, societies, govern- 
mental agencies and departments, 
church had a 


service groups 


of mail and parcels clog the Post 
Office as the day of good wishes and giving nears. 
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Something new in St. John’s — Santa arrives 
by U. S. Navy helicopter, thanks to the Jaycees. 


Members of the St. John's Lions Club take time 
out to prepare Christmas hampers for the poor. 
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Every year the Rotary Club puts on a Christmas 
party for Sanatorium and Hospital patients. 


Christmas messages to their folks at home is 


part of the annual show at the Sanatorium. 
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Round Table discussion and pool- 
ed their names and made a master 
list. 


In recent years outdoor illum- 
ination has been heavily empha- 
sized by business centres and pri- 
vate homes, and the winter land- 
scape during Christmas is gay 
with multi-colored lights on the 
Christmas trees. Santa Claus in 
effigy is visible on all sides, and 
sometimes business firms stage 
Christmas Parades in which 
Father Christmas. is_ brought 
through city streets scattering 
largesse to the children in the 
shape of candy and other favors. 
Last year the St. John’s Junior 
Chamber of Commerce added a 
new wrinkle to Christmas, when, 
in cooperation with the New- 
foundland Base Command of the 


United States Forces they brought 
jolly, old Saint Nick to St. John’s 
in a helicopter 


At the Post Offices all through 
the country workers literally put 
Christmas through their hands, as 
cheerfully carefully they 
stack, and deliver mail and 
parcels in untold and ever-in- 
creasing quantities. Through their 
hands go the hearts and hopes, 
and delights of countless 
thousands at home and abroad. 

Not the least important of the 
mail that has been added in recent 
years are the letters from the 
Newfoundland Tuberculosis As- 
sociation which enclose the sheets 
of Christmas Seals, funds from 
the sale of which are devoted to 
stamp out the great curse of New- 
foundland in the _ past, Tuber- 


and 


sort 


wishes 


On cheerless street corners in all weathers the Salvation 


Army collects ‘Christmas 
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Cheer" for the 


needy. 





culosis. The Annual Christmas 
Seal Sale is now in its 7th year, 
and the Association’s literature 
highlights amazing and gratifying 
news, to the effect that the death- 
rate from TB is down by fifty 


per cent 


A big feature of bringing Christ- 
mas Cheer into every home 
island and in Labrador } 
of the St. John’s Rotary 
which for many vears has 
ranged an annual broadcast from 
institutions like the Sanatorium 
and the General Hospital. Talent- 
ed artistes perfor: for the 

‘nts, and their songs and 
are broadcast by the radio station 
During the program patients come 
to the microphone, or it is brought 
to them if they cannot move, and 
speak their Christmas Greeting to 


relatives and friends. It is a very 


touching affair, and much appre- 


ciated by the patients and their 


folks 


The Boy Scouts typify many 


spontaneous efforts at Christmas 
with their campaign to prevent 


Tl 


he Tragedy of the Empty Stock- 


ig”. For weeks prior to Christ- 


nas, they thers scour attics 


an 


i baseme collecting and 


patching u vs of every descrip- 


+} 
lf 


en 


Cc 


yn They never do. collect 


yugh toys, so they cut and sell 


a 


hristmas Trees, and do other 


+ 


chores to increase their funds 


‘ 


which they use for buying new 


+ 


OV 


Centre of attraction on the 


Christmas Table is the Turkey— 


when that palatable bird is avail- 


} 
al 


le Ducks form a good _ sub- 


stitute in many places, and, in re- 


ry 


1ote sections, seabirds are high on 


The Police and Firemen play Santa to the 
kids of the city, with presents for all. 
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the bill of fare. In the larger 
centres, the Raffles usually spon- 
sored by charitable or fraternal 
organizations feature the Turkey 
as a prize, in the best tradition of 
the oldtime Raffles at Toussaint’s 
and Lash’s on Water Street in St. 
John’s. 

Christmas in Newfoundland has 
its peculiar customs, and its uni- 
versal customs, and the traditions 


and festivals are colored by the 
ancestral background of the peo- 
ple and the in particular, 
and the history and development 
But re- 
gardless of origin or atmosphere, 
Christmas in Newfoundland in the 
last like Christmas 
everywhere in the world. It is 
wonder and realiza- 
tion on the face of a little child. 


areas 


of the island as a whole. 


analysis is 


the look of 





And Abroad 





HETHER they are at home 
\ or away from home, New- 
foundlanders like to have a big 
time at Christmas. Typical of 
those Newfoundlanders who have 


left the Island but haven’t for- 


L. to R. standing: 


gotten how to celebrate the Yule- 
tide is the Newfoundland Assoc- 
iation of Montreal. Each year this 
group meets early in December at 
a hall on Cathcart Street and 
holds a monster celebration for 


Miss Violet Dawe, Mrs. D. McGeachie, Miss Florence Dawe, Miss 


E. H. Miess, Frank Doherty, Willis White, Mrs. E. Zbinder, Mrs. F. Picco, J. J. Moores. 
Front row: W. King, Santa (Mr. E. Pass), Morris Wiseman. 
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Back row, L. to R.: 


E. Hiscock, A. Clarke, Mrs. D. Marsh, Mrs. D. McGeachie, F. 


Doherty, Mrs. E. Zbinder, Miss E. H. Miess, E. C. Matthews, Mrs. S. Jacobs, Miss F. 


Dawe and friend. 
Santa Claus. 


adults alike 
chosen from the 
towering tree 
and hands out scores of presents 
to the small fry. There is lots of 
Newfoundland cooking, beverages 


the youngsters and 
A Santa Claus 


group sits under a 


of all kinds and games and danc- 
ing which last well into the night. 


Front row: Dona!d Conant, Mrs. R. Pitcher and baby, Mrs. F. Picco, 


Even though many of these young- 
sters have never been to the Island 
they get their full share of a 
typical Newfoundland Christmas. 
The accompanying photographs by 
A. G.’s cameraman are proof that 
Newfoundlanders abroad have fun 
at Christmas too. 





PICTURES ON OPPOSITE PAGE 


Upper Right — 


Back row, L. to R 
Hiscock, (center) Mrs. J. Wiseman 
Kert and two friends. Front row: Mrs 
Santa, Anna Marie Zbinder. 


Lower Right — 
Standing, back row, L 
White, E. Zbinder, Mr 
Violet Dawe and friend 
and Albert Racine with back to camera. 


to R. Mrs 
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Mrs. 


E. Hiscock, Mrs. E. Pass, Mrs 
Wheeler, Mrs. E. C. Matthews and baby David Wilding, Miss 
Front row: Bobby Matthews, Donald Conant, Santa Claus 


Mrs. E. Piercy, Mrs. T. Wiseman, Mrs. Eley, Mrs. J. Fowler, Mrs. E. 
Telfer, Mrs. Hanson, Mrs. Heath, Miss A. 
W. Sparks and daughter, Norma Wiseman, 


L. Wilding, Mrs. W. 
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IN THE PUDDIN' 
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A Christmas Story 


by RON POLLETT 


_ MARTHA opened the 
oven door and prodded a fork 
into the fat rooster. The _ strips 
of salt-pork rind that sashed its 
firn breast and stuffed round belly 
sizzled and spat in the blasting 
heat. The aroma filled her nos- 
trils and made her mouth water 
at the promise of good things to 
come. This was one dinner that 
had to be perfect, and the dick 
was coming along fine. 

She was glad she’d fattened it 
up and saved it for Christmas. 
My, but it had been a proud bird! 
she recalled a bit sadly. In the 
vard it fanned out its wings, 
scraping the left one, then the 
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right, in the chips around the 
chopping block as it wheeled and 
curtseyed among the flock. Why, 
even the battered old tomcat was 
scared of that one, so big it was 
and so belligerent. She could well 
understand why the cat yesterday 
tested the newly severed head 
with its paw before daring to pick 
it up and strut off with it, tail in 
the air. And she could see, too, 
why the tom dropped it like a hot 
potato when the hackles spurted 
in the final spasm under its very 
nose. 

Aunt Martha had room in her 
mind for little, inconsequential 
matters like that; there wasn’t 
much she could worry about these 
days. 

Yes, it was a fine bird and there 
would be plenty for her and Bill, 
and Lizzie and Fred, and Bella 
and Sam. When a body got into 
the upper seventies as all of 
them were now — Bill was an 
“octogenarian”, in fact, so he 
announced recently when he dis- 
covered the word—the appetite 
tapered off a bit. But they all 
could enjoy a big dinner on 
Christmas Day, like the one last 
year at Lizzie and Fred’s and the 
year before at Sam and Bella’s. 
It was nice to get together on a 
special like this, even 
though they neighbors all 
their lives and met frequently. 
Christmas wouldn’t be Christmas 
without the long chat over the 
table that lasted from noon almost 
to time for the four o’clock tea. 

3ill had left an hour ago in a 
taxi to fetch the others, who lived 
up the Cove, a mile away. And 
dinner would be _ ready soon. 
Along with the cabbage, turnips, 
Darsnips and carrots now bubbling 


occasion 
were 
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together in a pot with a whole 
pound of salt beef, and along with 
the white scrubbed potatoes she 
would rim around the bird any 
minute like the bleached beach 
pebbles bordering the bare flower 
mound outside under the window 
—along with all that, there would 
also be the big pudding. 


It was the pudding that present- 
ed Aunt Martha’s sole problem. 
She didn’t want to think about the 
pudding. Not that it wouldn’t 
be good, mind you! It was this 
minute knocking along merrily in 
back of the 
woodpecker on a 

Even if it were 
not so persistently noisy it would 
still be rearing its troublesome 
head in the back of her mind. It 
was the whole lot of rum in the 
pudding that furrowed Aunt 
Martha’s brow. Bill oughtn’t to 
have her tip the bottle so 
high! 


the steamer on the 
stove like a 
hollow stump. 


made 


“Don’t spare the horses, Martha, 
me maid,” he’d chuckled this 
morning, jiggling her elbow as she 
was tipping a dribble into the mix. 
“Uncle Sam and Uncle Fred don’t 
know the taste of it anyway, and 
Aunt Lizzie and Aunt Bella will 
eat anything that’s got figs in it. 
Me—lI likes plenty of rum in me 
puddin’ and Christmas only comes 
once a year.” 

“But those people be all prayer- 
meetin’ folk,” she’d protested, as if 
Bill didn’t know. “I can see Aunt 
Bella, for one, goin’ clean into the 


fits if she ever found out her lips 


touched liquor—the devil’s brew, 
calls it. And you’d have 
that sin on your soul for the rest 
of your mortal life, 


But you 


as she 


sill Simmons 
always was an old 
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rascal, you!” she’d ended up 
laughing, slapping the batter with 
a big spoon 

They rum 
in the even a drop for 
medicine, until the past couple of 
Christmases. Not that they had 
compunctions about strong 
drink; as Bill said when he came 
back from Communion this morn- 
ing and took a nip to kill the 
shivers that got into him from the 
drizzle rolling in off the salt water 
—as Bill said, “‘What’s good for 
the soul be good for the body too, 
me maid; and anyway the good 
Lord Himself turned water into 
Wine, as it says in the Bible.” The 
fact was they couldn’t afford such 
luxury until the time a while back 
when they went 
foundlanders and 


dians. 


Now, with 
pensions, they 
Scraping the pennies and were 
living like decent people should 
instead of just existing. The bot- 
tle of rum Bill had brought in 
from St. John’s last week was a 
sort of fling—the one way they 
had of screwing up their faces at 
the poorhouse, as Bill said when 
he popped the cork. That Bill 
Simmons had an answer for 
everything these days! 


didn’t 
house, 


usually have 


any 


New- 
woke up Cana- 


to sleep 


their social security 


were finished with 


My, but it 
have to worry 


relief not to 
money 
more for their simple needs! 


Was a 

about any 
Aunt 
Martha reflected as she sat in her 
shiny kitchen awaiting her guests. 
Eighty 
month, 


dollars 
and the whole Canadian 
behind it! As Bill 
when he hired the 
John D. Rockefeller, 
with bells on. I be 


coming in every 
government 
just now 
“T’m 
me maid 


said 


taxi: 
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spendin’ every cent ‘cordin’ as it 
comes because we'll be gettin’ 
that money the rest of our livelong 
days and we won’t be needin’ it 
after we're dead.” 
tainly 


Bill was cer- 
man the past 
couple of years, and it was so good 
to see him act so like a happy boy. 

She turned her eyes to the new 
combination wood and coal range. 
Now here was something to be 
She recalled how she 
cried tears of joy when she first 
saw it last summer. You could 
see your face in almost any part 
of it, with all the chrome trim- 
mings. And the dampers were so 
light a baby could lift all of them 
together. She remembered Bill’s 
swagger when he lit the first fire: 

“Shines like a_ shillin’ on a 
black’s bottom, don’t it, Martha? 
And draws like a new pipe. That, 
me duck, be a present from the 
one and only Joey Smallwood, I'll 
have you remember! He be the 
man who killed our Job’s turkey 
Minds me “Don’t Vote 
purty fine 
song in its short day: but I don’t 
hear none of us old folks, neither 
the baby bonus families, singin’ it 
any more. 
too. 


a changed 


proud over! 


now how 


Confederation” was a 


Neither the merchants, 
Everybody’s too busy cashin’ 
government cheques now. Not 
that the merchants as a whole was 
again’ Confederation, mind you; 
they knows bread and butter when 
they sees it. And this here stove 
made in St. John’s and be 
one of hundreds bought by old 
folks like we—so the wheels keeps 
on turnin’ and everyone gets their 


was 


share.” There was hardly any way 


of stopping Bill once he got all 


wound up about politics. 
3ut you didn’t hear much crow- 
ing out of him in the bleak years 
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just past, when she and Bill were 
paring the bones on their ten 
dollars a month old age assist- 
ance—especially in the war times 
of scarcity and high prices She 
would never forget that one hard 
winter when they had no coal at 
all, only a few sticks of wood they 
nursed along like bars of gold; 
and there were many other win- 
ters when they counted out the 
knobs of coal on the scuttle and 
spent most of their waking hours 
huddled in bed for warmth. She 
often thought about that these 
good days when she saw the binful 
of coal and the woodhouse packed 
to the rafters with birch billets, 
and the big new stove shedding 
heat like the sun. 

Yes, they had gone through a 
lot and it’s no wonder they were 
so happy now. She recalled how 
scrawny Bill got from torment 
and worry and how his spirits 
sank so low he used to sit in the 
stable loft and ponder over the 
pine boards he had stored there to 
make his coffin. And she herself 
one depressing winter spell grew 
so morbid she got out the shirting 
she had for her winding sheet and 
started to clip around the edges 
the diamond-shaped notches be- 
fore she lost her nerve and put it 
back in the trunk. Aunt Martha 
shuddered now at the thought of 
what they had suffered in the 
years just behind. 

Too, the house hadn’t been 
painted outside or the rooms 
papered in years. But the Com- 
mission of Government did fix the 
roof when it got so leaky that 
Bill had to apply for extra help 
in order to live in the place at all. 
They couldn’t have lasted much 
longer if times kept up that way, 
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and it was indeed a banner day 
when they got their first big 
money as Canadians. 

But the scrimping years were 
water under the bridge, Aunt 
Martha remembered with a sigh 
of relief. Today the house was 
good enough for almost anybody 
— good enough inside and out. 
Shiny canvas it was called 
“linoleum” now—instead of the 
bare floor boards peeped around 
the fringes of the hand-hooked 
mats in every newly wall-papered 
room, and the modern soft settee 
and padded rocking chairs in the 
parlor vied with the new heating 
stove there to add comfort almost 
as in the drawing room of a mer- 
chant’s home. And in case of 
visitors overnight, the two spare 
bedrooms were all rigged out fit 
for anyone likely to come to their 
house. They also had a new din- 
ing table, and a full set of fine 
dishes such as she thought she’d 
never own. 

Also, 
which 
hand 


there was a 
could be 
and 


small radio 
shifted with one 
plugged in anywhere, 


upstairs or down, since the elec- 
tricity was installed last summer. 


In fact, 
minute 


Aunt Martha was this 
enjoying the Christmas 
carols that came in from London 
through St. John’s No longer had 
Bill to go out in the weather to 
listen to the Doyle broadcast of 
local happenings he liked so well, 
and other news programs, and re- 
turn chilled to the 
tripping through the 
and slop. 


bone’ from 
wind, rain 
She herself got so she 
wouldn’t miss the Doyle news for 
the world, especially if there was 
anyone she knew sick in the hos- 
pital in the city when all she had 
to do was stay in her own kitchen 
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and hear word of that 
very person! Truly, life was worth 


living in this day 


perhaps 
and age when 
old people need no longer just sit 
around listening to the clock tick 
off the lonesome they 
worried about uncertainties ahead. 


hours as 
All that was over and done with 
least as far as she and 
their age, 
Besides, they had enough warm 
trip to the North 
last fall 
thick- 
collar and 
like the 
soldiers wore. If Bill was full of 
funny like that when 
were getting sixty dollars a 


now — at 


others were concerned. 
clothing for a 
Bill 
bought her the 


lined coat with the fur 


Pole, as announced 


when he 
himself a long greatcoat 
sayings 
they 
month, he was even jollier since 
their pension was rasied to eighty 
the past summer. It was wonder- 
ful to see him come back to his old 
self when he used to be noted as 
the wit of the harbor. 
that tongue 
when he had no more strength to 


The tough 


years dried up his 


go away into the fishing boats or 


in the lumber woods and earn a 


living as happens when a man 


passes sevents the hard times 
under the ten dollars were all for- 
Bill 


instead of 


gotten now getting 


and he 


was 
younger older, 


looked 


food filled out his frame 


— MARTHA went to the 
oven again and poked a fork 
into the The 


and 


smarter too as the good 


dick bird was 


browning nicely would be 


ready soon But she would wait 


for her company before putting 


the potatoes in. She looked out 
the window and, sure enough, they 
all were coming up the lane, right 


Bill was 
smoking 


on time. Uncle shep- 


herding the 


group and 
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his pipe bottom up in the rain 
Little bluish puffs circled his head 
as he worked the pipe hard against 
a smokeless afternoon in the house 
in deference to Aunt 
asthma. Aunt Bella, 
which she 
devil’s weed. 


Lizzie’s 
too, hated 


tobacco, called the 


In a minute the front porch was 
abuzz with chatter, like 
youngsters coming home from 
Aunt Martha hurried 
through the hallway to greet them, 
to the tune of “Merry Christmas!” 
all around. The whole bunch then 
trooped into the big warm kitchen 
although there was a roaring fire 
of birch billets in the parlor stove. 


their 


school. 


As Aunt Martha took their hats 
and silently 
new cap 


coats. she 


Uncle 


admired 
and Aunt 
The glazed 
peak of the Salvation Army uni- 
form reflected the 
band. 
lettered red 


Sam’s 


Bella’s fine bonnet. 
cap 
the rim 


letters on 
The same kind of 
adorned Bella’s 
bonnet, which had long trailers of 
wide blue ribbons worn as a chin 
bow. Fred and Lizzie 

too, but not 
that Fred wore the 
“Blood and 
guernsey as did Sam. 


Now, with the hat and bonnet 
in her hands Aunt Martha’s mind 
shifted abruptly 


sash 


were 
soldiers, uniformed 
except old- 


fashioned Fire” red 


from admiration 


of the headgear to qualms about 


the pudding. Skinned out of its 
sack, the 
enigma lay 
top of the 
raisins 


calico rum-soaked 
naked on a 
The 


from its 


plate on 
puffed 
brownish 


oven. 
peered 
like a hundred accusing 
eyes as fresh misgivings scratched 


bulge 


at her conscience like mice in the 
loft. But she found at least tem- 


porary refuge in Bill’s oft-repeat- 
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ed homily of 
know can’t 


“what you don’t 
harm you” as she 
anchored the cap and bonnet out 
of sight. 

Aunt Lizzie, a slight, sparrowy 
woman with sparse white hair 
upswept into a door-kKnob on her 
crown, already was chirping her 
approval of Martha’s fine kitchen. 
Bella, who her thick gray 
coiffure in a rabbit’s scut over her 
nape to accommodate 
fitting bonnet, 
praise 
bulk into a 
the fire. 


wore 


her close- 
was full of 
her weighty 
chair beside 


also 
as she eased 


rocking 


“My, my—-but the dinner smells 
good!” Aunt Lizzie exclaimed, 
audibly sniffing the aroma. “I’m 
as hungry as a bear, me child. I 
was up the Barracks to kneedrill 
this mornin’ and only had time for 
a cup of tea before Bill come in 
the taxi. ‘Save your appetite for 
the big dinner,’ says he, ‘or 
Martha’ll be madder than a wet 
hen.’ He don’t change a bit, that 
Bill Simmons!” 

“And 
puddin’, 


what a 
too!” 


wonderful figged 
Aunt Bella chimed 
in, casting her eyes at the oven. 
“Land sakes, Martha, but it smells 
good! If a body wasn’t a bit 
hungry to start with, it’d be fam- 
ished from all the nice smells— 
especially after comin’ in out of 
this rheumatic weather. I was 
hopin’ and prayin’ for a dry spell 
this Christmas, but the good Lord 
wills otherwise and we all 
bend to His will. 
winds soaks 


must 
The rainy cold 
into me bones so a 
body’s got to get almost into the 
hot stove.” Aunt Bella put her 
fender. 

right, me maid, 
cozy,” Martha 


feet on the 
“That’s 
yourself 


make 
invited. 


“Now, Lizzie, you help me get the 
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dinner going’ as the boys is hun- 
gry too Both you maids don’t 
look a older than ten years 
back,” she added as she started on 
the gravy. 


day 


“I feel as chipper as a crackie, 
in the daytime,” Aunt Lizzie 
agreed. “But all night long in the 
damp weather I’m wheezin’ and 
chokin’ with me asthma. Good 
thing we got a stove in next to 
the bed now and can keep a fire 
goin’ all night long, or me breath’d 
stop altogether. Fred says the 
stove and coal we bought with the 
pension money is the only reason 
I’m alive today.” 

Aunt Bella 
her lap 


folded her hands if 
“The Lord has wrought 
a miracle for we old she 
solemnized. “We praise His namé 
day unto day for His many bless- 
ings.” Her prayer-toned voice, 
soft and alive in spite of her age, 
reflected many 


ones,” 


years of reverent 
supplication in public and private 
worship as it trailed off into the 
rattle of dishes and the chatter of 
Martha and Lizzie from the dining 
nook alongside. 

Meantime the men were hold- 
ing the fort in the parlor, where 
Bill 
usual. 
ments 


was his garrulous self, as 
A veteran of many argu- 
these late years when he 
had little else to do but make the 
chips fly around the cracker bar- 
rels, he had, as Aunt Martha said, 
an answer for everything. Sam 
sat close to the stove, the fire glow 
flickering on 


in the 


his shiny bare pate 
halflight of the murky 
afternoon. Fred was leaning over 
the fire, warming his hands. They 
both willing to let Bill 
have his say. 


seemed 


This minute he was sounding off 
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from the settee. He was again 
telling about the time he took his 
first pension cheque to the mer- 
chant, the retroactive payment 
the first few months 
social security roster 
was being organized. If Fred and 
Sam hadn’t yet heard what Bill 
said to the merchant and what the 
merchant said to Bill at settle-up 
time, they about the only 
persons in the district left out in 
the cold. 


covering 
while the 


were 


“So I handed in me cheque all 
Signed, sealed delivered, as 
the feller said, and Big Jack 
grabbed it with that scratchy little 
Gough he makes when lookin’ 
the ‘count book. ‘Bill,’ he 
the balance comin’ to you 
Now, that be just what I was 
Waitin’ for him to ‘Jack,’ I 
Says back, savin’ presence, 
fo hell with that balance stuff. 
All me life I’ve heard nothing but 
Dalance—if there was any balance 
comin’ to hear about.’ ” 


and 


over 
says, 


is—’ 


Say, 


your 


The others laughed. They knew 
Bill liked to hear himself talk and 
they also knew 
as the day is long and always paid 
the merchant in full. They knew, 
too, that Big Jack, a kind old out- 
fitter bankrupt 
Carrying the whole harbor through 


he was as honest 


who almost went 


the depression a few years back, 
would 
Bil! 
sent 


look to get a rise out of 


and give him as good as he 

4 ah 
went on, 
plank 
wrinkled old 
like the 


pay you off in cash 


Says to 
“ ‘Now, 


down the 


Bill 
just 


$18 in me 


Jack,” 
man, 


hard 
cheque calls for, 


hand, money 
and I'll 
Then vou can 
take the ‘count book and chaw off 


the corners yourself instead of 
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havin’ me old woman do it from 
worry. From this time forth for- 
ever more, Jack Harnum,’ I says 
to him, ‘there’ll be no little black 
book in my house, and we can 
thank Joey for that.’ 


** "Deed you can,’ Big Jack says, 
laughin’, ‘and more power to you. 
Minds me now, Bill—you’re like 
the feller downalong who found 
the big sperm whale drove ashore 
on the Point and sold the head oil 
thousand one week 
he was bummin’ tobaccy and the 
next he was lightin’ his pipe with 
dollar bills. But you deserve all 
you can get, Bill Smmons, you old 
rascal— you going’ around elec- 
tioneerin’ and tellin’ everybody if 
they don’t vote Confederation 
they’d get no pension or baby 
bonus. You should’ve been a 
politician, you old blackguard!’ 


“True 


for a dollars: 


wasn’t it, 
Jack Harnum?’ I comes back. 
‘’Tis not what a feller says; ’tis 
the way he says it what counts. If 
some people turned the me words 
around, they wasn’t very bright to 
start to begin with, ’cause no one 
could ever find out if a feller voted 
against.’ ”’ 


enough, too, 


for or 

Fred and Sam laughed again. 
“The pension sure did lift us out 
of the slough of despondency,” 
Sam assayed, borrowing a phrase 
Bella. “But we don’t have 
money to burn—far from it. The 
cheques we get is just enough to 
live on like human and 
have a bit left over in case we 
get took to bed in our crippled old 
age and have to pay 


from 


bein’s 


someone to 
We can now buy 
fresh meat every day to 
rusty old 
stomachs, and we can eat the hens 


do body service. 
a bit of 
make 


gravy for our 
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and eggs we rear instead of havin’ 
to sell them to buy molasses to 
sweeten our tea and—” 


“And don’t forget the coal and 
wood, Sam,” Uncle Bill interrupt- 
ed. “Now we can heat our old 
bottoms any place in the room in- 
stead of havin’ to sit on the stove 
like not so long ago.” He heaped 
birch billets on the fire. “This be 
far better than out around the 
choppin’ block scrapin’ up chips, 
with our old bones crackin’ in the 
frost.” 

Uncle Fred nodded and, as if by 
cue, sidled the seat of his trousers 
closer to the fire, clasping and 
unclasping his hands behind him. 
The pelting rain beaded the win- 
dow that overlooked the long 
stretch of salt water in front of 
his eyes. The sight of the shivery 
drizzle blanketing the seascape 
pushed him almost into the stove. 
Uncle Bill noticed how Fred 
hugged the warmth and, unable to 
keep his tongue still even for a 
minute, went off on another tack. 


“What you need, Fred, is a little 
drop of this dogberry wine to put 
the heat to your stomach,” said 
Bill, pouring a glass of muddy 
amber liquid from a jug on the 
table. “Made meself a couple of 
gallons this year, now there’s 
plenty of sugar. Had a few dozen 
nice sprigs of dogberries on me 
tree this fall, I did; and I don’t 
know what else the good Lord put 
‘em on earth for if not to put into 
the keg .. . You have a taste, too, 
Sam, seein’ it’s Christmas?” 

Fred and Sam each raised a de- 
claiming palm. “Nothing with fer- 
men, Bill; nothing with ferment,” 
they said almost in unison. Uncle 
Bill knew beforehand what their 
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answer would be. 
“Takes a nip, meself, I do, again’ 
the long winter nights. Puts fire 


in me carcass, like carrying the 
Ha, ha!” 


“Well, I can’t say it’s done you 


stove to bed. 


any harm, Bill Simmons—even if 
it’s done you no_ good,” Sam 
laughed. “I’ve never touched a 
drop of ferment in me life and I 
get along all right.” 

“Same here,” Fred agreed. “But 
I s’pose the Lord do have a use 
for everything He puts on the 
earth, even if it be dogberries.” 

“Well, anyhow, Fred, watch out 
the sparks don’t burn your Sunday 
pants,” Uncle Bill cautioned. He 
made a great to-do of eyeing Fred 
up and down. “The way some of 
you old fellers from the Cove 
dress up lately, a body’d think you 
was millionaires!” 

“You’re not doin’ so bad your- 
self, Bill Simmons,” Uncle Sam 
pursued, reaching over to feel the 
sleeve of Bill’s new suit. 

“Yep. Bought me a new bib 
and tucker last fall. First time I 
seen me way clear to get one in 
fifteen With me old duds 
I used to frighten the birds out of 
the cabbage garden every time I 
walked down the lane—and that 
was more than me old women’s 
scarecrow could do.” 


years. 


Uncle Bill was now in his ele- 
ment. He guffawed loudly and 
went on before the others could 
utter a word, though Fred had his 
tongue cocked and Sam’s mouth 
was open ready to speak. 

“Hold tongue! The first 
Sunday I wore me new suit, who 
should I run smack into but old 
Jake Bartel on me way to church. 
‘Bill, he says, eyein’ me up and 


your 
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down, ‘you forgot to wear the bow 
tie that goes ‘long with it.’ That’s 
a smart one! Jake's a bit peeved, 
‘cause 
‘Neve! 


you know, 


he’s only 
mind, Jake,’ 


back, knowin’ his 


seventy-foulr 
I comes mind, 
‘you can skid the rest of the ways 
tailbone; 


on your who’s 


knocked a livin’ out of this harbor 


anyone 


for seventy-four years got to have 
a tough spot on him some place.’ 
‘No mistake,’ he says, ‘the Cana- 
dians don’t take no chances waitin’ 
till we Newfoundlanders get to be 
seventy-five before givin’ us the 
‘Well, Jake,’ I savs back, 
takin’ a me, 
This pension suit be too 


pension.’ 
‘they be chance on 
all right 
good jes’ yet to be buried in. I’m 
goin’ to bide around till I’m any- 
ways a hundred.’ ”’ 
“God willin’, Bill.” 
tempering 


Uncle Sam 


raised a finger. “Don’t 
forget the God willin’.”’ 
“God willin’, 


fied Bill 


to be sure,” modi- 


, ‘HE lop-sided conversation 
was interrupted by Aunt 


Lizzie, who opened the parlor door 


Bill 
dining table, 
already 


dinner Uncle 
way to the 
Aunt Bella 
He took his place at the 
head of the 


to announce 
led the 
where was 
seated 
board, the 
bird in front of him 
They all folded their hands and 
bowed their heads as Aunt Martha 
offered up a She’d 
Bella 
decided to 


steaming 


brief grace. 
had it in mind to ask Aunt 
to do the honors but 
Bella for the 


there 


save atter grace 


when would be more 
she thought mischievously 
With a stack of plates ahead of 
him Uncle Bill set to 
the carving tools 


time, 


work with 
But he couldn’t 


hold his tongue despite that pre- 
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occupation. 
“I’ve always wondered why 
those carvers don’t have a twist to 
‘em like a_ splittin’ knife,” he 
chuckled as he into the 
rooster. “Then I could run along 
the bones with me eyes shut.” 
“Well,” Aunt Martha quipped. 
“don’t forget yourself, now, and 
slide the bird off the table.” 


sliced 


Uncle Bill ignored the competi- 
tion. “Minds me not so far back 
when the Christmas hen used to 
But 
crumbs 


be as poor as Job’s turkey. 
there be table 
around now.” 

“Yes,” Aunt Martha laughed. 
“The fatter we get, the fatter the 
hens get But let’s get started 
with the dinner.” 

Uncle Bill pursued, 
looking at the others, “if this bird 
tastes so good as he ’peared, you 
folks didn’t make the 
the Cove for nothing.” 


more 


“Anyway,” 


trip from 
Aunt Lizzie perked up her eyes 
twinkle. “He’s not the 
only thing that looks good around 
here. I declare, sill 


in a sly 


Simmons, 
you do ‘pear proud in those new 
clothes,” she twittered. “If I was 
Aunt Martha I’d be too jealous to 
let you down the lane.” 

“Now, Martha’ laughed, 
“don’t get him keepin’ on with his 
tongue while 


Liz,” 
he’s carvin’ or the 
pradies will get soggy waitin’ for 
the meat Confeder- 
ation the only one who can get a 
word in Bill’s 
around is the man who talks over 
the radio.” 


Ever since 


edgeways when 


“Too much on me mind in the 
old days,” Bill soberly. A 
body dance for joy in the 


Said 
don’t 
shadder of the poorhouse, as the 
feller said 


Now I’m goin’ to make 
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up for the time I lost.” 


“Well, dance me out a piece of 
the leg, Bill, before me plate gets 
cold. And Fred and Sam be fam- 
ished too. Liz got a cup of tea for 
herself and Bella while you was 
in the front room. Just comin’ up 
the short lane in this cold drizzle 
was enough to chill anyone.” 


“Yes,” Bella said. “Wonderful 
bad weather. Not like it used to 
be. Last winter the ground was 
hard afroze with the deepest frost 
in years, and this summer was the 
driest as far back as me mind goes. 
Maybe it’s all those airplanes dis- 
turbin’ the clouds and those atom 
bombs we read about interferin’ 
with the works of Nature. I was 
hopin’ and prayin’ for some old- 
fashioned weather this December. 
Christmas don’t seem like Christ- 
mas without snow crunchin’ under 
your feet.” 

They all ate heartily of the fine 
dinner. Aunt Martha 


was So 


happy that things were going so 
well, she almost forgot about the 


pudding. It shame that 
anything that looked so appetizing 
could present a problem she hes- 
itated to face. As the time drew 
near she got more and more 
fidgety, like when she was waiting 
in the doctor’s place last week to 
get her corns cut. But Bill, 
whether he’d planned it or not, 
now rushed to the rescue. 
“That’s right, folks: eat hearty, 
now,” he spoke up presently. “But 
don’t forget to leave plenty of 
room for the puddin’. Martha got 
a special one this year, all flavor- 
ed up with some kind of bottle 
stuff. She be always buyin’ some- 
thing from those who 
come around the in droves 


Was a 


packmen 
door 
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since we got the house painted, 
and I guess you have ’em up the 
Cove too.” 

“That’s a fact,” Fred 
“They've sprung up like weeds the 
past couple of years.” 

“Must have got a 
Was money Bill laughed. 
“Minds Confederation 
the odd one that did blow in those 
places wouldn’t touch we old folks 
with a 


said. 


notion there 
around,” 


me, before 


ten-foot pole. Now we 
need a pole to keep ‘em away.” 

Aunt Martha heaved a sigh of 
relief. She caught a twinkle in 
Bill’s eye as she placed the pud- 
ding on the table. The rum did 
have a kind of vanilla flavor such 
as the packmen sell, she realized 
happily. And the hard sauce she’d 
made of beat-up sugar and butter 
really with vanilla 
she’d bought at the door. 


was flavored 

Aunt Bella was the first to sam- 
ple the figged delight. She oodled 
her and exclaimed: “Land 
Martha, but that’s. the 
morsel me tongue 


eyes 
sakes, 
tastiest ever 
had!” 

Lizzie 
her spoon deep 
dish. 
Fred and Sam, too, had nothing 


“Simply scrumptious!” 
enthused, dipping 
this time, into her loaded 
but praise for the wonderful pud- 
ding. They 
the delicious 


smacked their lips at 
flavor and asked for 
Fred 
would come 
around to his house selling stuff 
like that, told Lizzie to 
make certain to get the name of it 
if Aunt Martha still had the bottle. 
Sam said that no mistake it 
the best Christmas 
ever had in his life. 
Uncle Bill 
table, 


second helpings said he 


wished someone 


and he 


Was 
pudding he 


beamed across the 


and Aunt Martha was the 
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picture of joy. For her there was 
no rain on the window any more, 
only jingle-bells red-ribbon 
bows and candle light. Her face 
like an autumn moon as 
she nodded to Aunt Bella, indicat- 
ing the time ready for the 
latter and the 
prayer. As at other Christmases, 
Bella 

“God 


we have so 


and 
shone 


was 
grace customary 
was all rehearsed 

bless the food of which 
thankfully partaken 
souls be fed with 
We bow in 


and may our 
manna from Heaven. 
humble gratitude to the Giver of 
all good things for His many bless- 
ings in the year just past, for His 
help 
the times ahead, and for His guid- 
ance through all the days of our 
life. Let Thy light shine upon us 
and especially upon the kind peo- 
government who through 
Thy grace have eased our burdens 
as our faltering enter 
into the close of life’s long jour- 
And may Thy 
kindly glow on all our 
people and on all nations of the 
world this 
forever more. 


promise of and comfort in 


ple of 
footsteps 
ney countenance 
shed a 
and give us peace 
Christmas Day and 
Amen.” 


T WAS not until shortly afte: 
I nightfall that the group, again 
led by Uncle Bill, departed down 
Presently he 
the armchair 
in the parlor, his pipe going full 
blast Aunt Martha 
beside the fire, tired but 
after a full day The radio 
playing carols that filed the small 
room. 


the lane to the taxi 
returned and sat in 
rested 
happy 


also 


was 


“Well, me maid, that be what I 
calls some fine dinner,” Uncle Bill 


complimented He reached _ to 
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turn the radio down to where the 
singing would sound far away, 
like “from the angels theirselves.” 

“Yes, Bill,” Aunt Martha mur- 
mured. Then she sighed and said: 
“But, goodness me, wasn’t I wor- 


ono? 


ried about the puddin’! 


Uncle Bill laughed. ‘Well, me 
duck, twas about the best one I 
ever did taste—and I’m sure the 
Cove people be sayin’ the same 
thing. If the rum be any sin on 
our souls, I’m certain the good 
Lord will forgive us, seein’s the 
puddin’ will keep their feet warm 
all the way home.” 


“You can talk your way out of 
anything, Bill Simmons, you old 
rascal!” Aunt Martha bandied, not 
without a full measure of admir- 
ation in her voice. “But if your 
tongue was so tired as my poor old 
feet, you’d let up now so’s we both 
could listen to the wonderful 
music.” She edged her chair 
nearer Bill’s, close to the fire. 

Uncle Bill stretched his legs 
into the glow from the hearth. 
The good dinner, the comforting 
pipe, the soothing music, the soft 
chair lulled him rich feel- 
ing of contentment. His thoughts 
turned to other Christmases, the 
bleak ones not far back. Presently 
he spoke up again: 


into a 


I calls home 
I was thinkin’ Martha. 
I was jes’ thinkin’, sittin’ here like 
a king on his throne. I was 
thinkin’ that out of all the poli- 
ticlan Sandy Clauses I ever seen 
around to outports 
promisin’ us the world on a stick 
like a all-day sucker—out of the 
whole kaboodle, the Man with the 
Bow Tie was the only one whose 


“Now this is what 
comfort 


those 


come 


whiskers turned out to be real.” 
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NEWFOUNDLAND 


by TOM OSBORNE 


CROSSWORD 


(Solution on Page 48) 
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CLUES ACROSS 


. Wonder if the nurse here could do 


anything with it (Three words) 
. Buzzy fellow in the lumber industry 
. Two old-fashioned propellers 


. Thou who art French 


. Unpredictable, e.g. the weather 
. This crossword puzzler (Init.) 
It goes to extremes 

Measured 


. Greek letter 


. On top 


. Total 


. Origin of the baker's dozen 
. They specialize in horses of another 
color 
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. States 


In the spring a young iceman’s fancy 
lightly turns to thoughts of— 

| — marry Rita’’, he said 
Rendered bive-black 

Long cuts 

Moolah 

French name 

Short cut 


. Canadian National Railway (abbr.) 


Youre on the wrong track here 


. Cowboy-legged 

. G.P.O. 

. Union Delegate (abbr. 

. Support at the rear; fire when ready 


Dry (abbr.) 
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Pin-up addict 
Labrador winter houses 
Shipyard 


CLUES DOWN 


That young feeling 
Pained expression 
Blinker 
Ice-cube 
Rich men’s hangings 
‘ . Kind of mascot looked up to by the 
“A Memorial is a oe ag ae mina 
. " . Early Re ea navigators spake this 
Prayer in Stone snl enene 


. i 

Muir's Marble Works Ltd. ; ~ la went around in the best 
Muir Building, St. John's . Rutaboga Odor (abbr.) 

Whats’ on your mind? 

Home on the range 

They're mottied with grey or white—— 
also come in strawberry 

It gives you the shivers 

Kind of shirt worn by young bucks 
Kind of telegram 














Primp 
Tired circles 


Bell Island housewives aren't happy 
about this kind of iron 


Ohs 


What ‘ome-brew made Halbert do 





GRAND BANK | Race for tall blondes 


Gander calling Goose 


. What ballet artists practise on 
FISHERIES LTD. | 


Discerns 


Mother-of-pear! 
1554 


VESSEL OWNERS, Heavyweight playboy 


PRODUCERS AND 
EXPORTERS OF 
CODFISH, CODOIL, 
HERRING, SALMON. 


Ascetic baseball! player 

Act (abbr.) 

Glow-worms Love Light (abbr. ) 
Newfoundland Labrador (abbr 
Osborne's lexicography (abbr.) 


GRAND BANK 
NEWFOUNDLAND If you are looking for a dignified 


and pleasant way of earning ‘‘spare- 
time" money, investigate the possi- 
bility of becoming an Atlantic 
Cable Address— Guardian subscription representative 
in your community 
‘ " For full details, write to 
GRANDFISH GUARDIAN ASSOCIATES LTD 
P.O. Box E-5434, St. John's. 
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THIS 
CHRISTMAS 


GIVE 


ATLANTIC 


GUARDIAN 
TO ALL YOUR FRIENDS 


AT HOME 


They will be delighted when their first issue of this stimulating 
all-Newfoundland magazine arrives at the right moment to 
adorn the Christmas tree, and each month throughout the 


year they will thank you for sending ATLANTIC GUARDIAN, 
the home" magazine. 


ABROAD 


Friends and relatives in all parts of the world will be thrilled 
with the photographs, the scenic views, folklore and stories 
of their beloved homeland. Every issue will bring to them 
your good wishes and friendly message anew. 


See the SPECIAL GIFT 
Offer (overleaf) for 
Christmas Gift-giving 
Make all your friends 
happy this year with 
the gift they will like 

best of all — Atlantic 
This beautiful Christmas Card Guardian. the Maga- 
will be sent out by us to arrive : f g News d 
just before Christmas, signed zine ° ewrounda- 
as you direct. land. 
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TAKE FULL 
ADVANTAGE 
OF THIS 
SPECIAL 
CHRISTMAS 
OFFER 

5 GIFT 
SUBSCRIPTIONS 


FOR $7 


SEND THEM TO YOUR 


FRIENDS 


AT HOME 
AND ABROAD 


Be sure to send in 
your Gift orders 
early to be sure 
of delivery by 


Christmas 


ATLANTIC GUARDIAN 
1541 Mackay St., 
Montreal 25, Que. 





included. 
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All rates based on one-year subscriptions. 
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THE WRECK OF THE S.S. ETHIE 


(Extract from the Ship's Log) 


December 3, 1919. 
The S.S. ETHIE 


mouth on the 3rd of December 
1919. All hands on board were 
happy after spending a week in 
port and with the expectation of 
being back again in a few days. 
All went well during the trip; 
weather was fine and sea smooth 
The ship made all ports of call 
going North to Battle Harbor and 
returning, until the 10th. 


left Humber- 


December 10th. 
The ship left Port Saunders at 


8 a.m. It was a fine day with the 
sea calm and smooth. Calls were 
made at Daniel’s Harbor and 
Parsons Pond and at 6 p.m. the 
ETHIE arrived at Cow Head just 
as the storm was setting in. It 
was very dark going in Cow Head. 
The sky was black as tar with a 
fresh breeze blowing from the 
SSW. 

After staying at Cow Head for a 
considerable time taking freight on 
board the ship left again at 8 p.m. 
At 8.10 p.m. when off the Light- 
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house the Log was set and the 
WSW. We ran that 
course for one hour during which 
time the ship registered five miles 
by the Log. The Captain changed 
the course to West as the gale was 
still increasing. As the night 
advanced the gales rose to hurri- 
cane’ force with thick snow 
flurries. Frosty seas began to roll 
over the ship and ice began to 
accumulate fast. At 12 midnight 
the Log had to be hauled in as the 
ship could not keep clear of it. All 
the crew engaged to keep 
the ship working. The upper deck 
and the forecastle head were load- 
ed with empty barrels, and the 
crew had to throw these overboard 


course put 


were 


to save the ship as the ice was in- 
creasing about the ship fast. 

We had two cows on deck. At 
3 a.m. one of these perished. The 
ship could not keep her head up 
to the seas except at certain times. 
After 4 a.m. the ship was driving 
broad-side before an hurricane of 
wind and mountains of sea. The 
mail boat was swept away during 
the morning and one lifeboat was 
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broken up in the davits by the 
The 
had to assist the firemen 
duties to try to get up 
Save the 


seas that swept over the ship. 
ailors 
in thelr 
enough steam to ship. 
The seas continued to break over 
her throwing a lot of water in the 
stoke hole and engine room, but 
every man held his post expecting 
daylight. 
winds 
than 


ever with heavier seas and blind- 


the wind to 
When 


seemed to be 


abate at 
daylight came the 
more fierce 
ing snow flurries and continued so 


all lay 


December 11th 
At 10.30 a.m. lan was 


Captain 


sighted 
Officers 
afterwards declared to be Martin’s 
Point, ten miles S.W. of Cow Head 


miles N.E. of 


whict the and 


sixteen Bonne 


ana 
Bay 

The studied 
Officers. As 
the ship gradually drifted towards 


coast was carefully 


by the Captain and 


the breakers orders were given by 
the Captains for all 


be fitted 


passengers to 


life-belts These 


silenth 


witn 


orde! were and steadily 
carried out and in a few moments 
all the passengers appeared on the 
life-belts 


breakers 


upper deck fitted with 


As they gazed upon the 


reef that soon they must 


all were calm and brave 


Captain, brave and cool, con- 


\ 


his Officers 


sulted witt 


and it was 
decided to risk her full speed ove 
The Helms- 


ordered to put the wheel 


those raging breakers 
man Was 
hard a-starboard and, as the ship 


approached the seas, all hands 


Waited patiently fo. 
they would all be 
into Eternity; but by some 
unseen hand the good ship ETHIE 


was guided over those boiling seas 


anothe! 
moment wher 


swept 
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that were raging as high as the 
tops of her spars ahead and astern, 
over the reef, still onward towards 
the rocks, with less and less hope 
of saving all hands on board; still 
she floated, 


around, 


with seas boiling all 
until the wheel put 
hard a-port 


was 


It was 12 noon when she struck. 
The rocks shake ter- 
ribly. By this time the stern post 
rudde gone. As the 
ship hove in broad side to the cliff 
a lifebuoy 


made her 


and were 
with 
It was pull- 
some men who were 

watching the 


was thrown ove! 
a small line attached. 
ed ashore by 
on the shore 
approach. 


ship 
Then a larger line was 
fastened to the and 
pulled ashore and to this a chair 
was quickly; 


smaller one 
and the 
landing of passengers commenced. 

There 


attached, 


were souls 


forty-five 


seventy-two 
altogethe: of which 


were passengers’ including six 
women and one baby. The women 
landed first on 


fathom 


were one sixty- 


line stretching from the 


bridge to the short. The baby was 
put into a mail bag and lashed to 
a chair. It 


this 


was certainly a sight 
little baby lifted 


to see poo! 


over the ships side in a mail bag, 
swinging 


over a boiling sea, but 
strong arms quickly pulled her to 
the shore. Then came the landing 


ff male passengers, followed by 


the crew It when the 


It was still 


was dark 
last man got to land. 

blowing a gale and the seas were 
going ove} 
decks. The crew 
were then taken to the homes of 
kind friends along the 
There were only two houses where 
we landed filled 
went to an- 
miles 


the ship sweeping her 


passengers and 
shore. 
and these 


Others 
three 


were 
to capacity. 
other 


place away 
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= ESTABLISHED 1901 
Ue J. B. MITCHELL & SON, 


FURS SEALSKINS LTD. 
GRENFELL HANDICRAFTS Commission Merchants & brokers 
OR be Lavng i Sos WATER STREET EAST 


ST. JOHN'S 

















T. & M. WINTER LTD. 


Wholesale Provisions, St. John's 
NEWFOUNDLAND AGENTS: 
Standard Brands, Limited, 
Maple leof Milling Co., Ltd., 
Gvardian Assurance Co., Ltd. 


ESTABLISHED IN 1878 














Processors and Exporters of Quick-Frozen Newfoundland 
Fishery Products 


“Nordeaster” Brand Cod Fillets, 

fresh-frozen and smoked 

Fresh-frozen Mackerel, choice 

quality salted Fillets and salt Newr*_ Har rbo 
Cod in 1 lb. cartons. Wfoundian 
Importers and distributors of 


products for the Newfoundland trade. 








TINNED, BOTTLED 
& PACKAGED FOODS 





@ Famous brands that are 
your guarantee of satisfaction 
and your assurance of high 
quality. 


EARLE SONS & ¢CoO.,. Lie. 


ST. JOHN'S - NEWFOUNDLAND 


Newfoundland's Foremost Distributor of Fine Foods 
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THE COLONIAL CORDAGE CO., LIMITED 
St. John’s, Newfoundland 
* 
Established 1882 


Cordage, White and Cotton Seine, Twine, 
Tarred Banking Caples, Herring Nets and Netting, 
Hemp and Commercial Wrapping Twines, 
Bolt Rope, White and Oakum, Cutch. 
Tarred Cotton Lines, Wholesale only. 


GYPROC 


FIREPROOF 
WALLBOARD 

















HARVEY ee & HARDWARE LIMITED 
— DEALERS — 
Water St. East — Telephone 6911 St. John’s 





we have been exporting 
the finest quality 
NEWFOUNDLAND Seafoods 


eas fate = 


W. & J. MOORES LTD. 


an Carbonear 
ET IMPORTERS &EXPORTERS ~~ 
Founded 1898 3 _ Incorporated 1929 
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where all were made comfortable 
for the night which indeed we all 
needed after twenty-one hours of 
the hardest kind of hardship and 
danger. 


December 12th. 

The morning was still stormy. 
At daylight some of the crew went 
and tried to board the ship which 
they succeeded in doing and 
brought some _ stores from her. 
There was not much done that day 
after such an experience and all 
felt like resting 
went 


In the afternoon 
as far as the banks 
where the ship lay just to have a 
look at her and to look over the 
foaming breakers which we had 
passed over the evening before. I 
can assure you that we all felt 
thankful to God to be safe on the 
land again which seemed so im- 
possible to us the day before. We 


some 


could do nothing about boarding 
the ship at this time, as the tide 
was very high and it was terribly 


frosty, so we all returned to our 
respective homes for one 
good night’s rest and comfort. 
thought it a comfort and were 
thankful to be there although 
those small dwelling houses were 
so packed that some had to re- 
main standing and keep the fires 
going while others slept; but still 
we passed the night comfortably 


more 
We 


December 13th. 

The day began still stormy, but 
the wind and sea had abated con- 
siderably and at daylight we start- 
ed to board the ship to gather up 
our clothes and to land the passen- 
gers’ baggage. Most of the bags 
were wet as there was water in 
hold and the greater 
part of our clothing was damaged. 
One of the beasts that were pre- 


the ship’s 
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viously mentioned was still living. 
It was a young ox and could stand 
more than the other one which 
was a milch cow. The ox was 
lying on deck with, I should judge, 
about one foot of ice over its 
whole body. 

I can assure you that the ETHIE 
was certainly a lovely picture with 
such a load of ice all over her. 
Just imagine one piece of wire 
three quarters of an inch increased 
by ice to the size of a puncheon 
and the flagpole on the stern the 
size of a park barrel, and this will 
give one an idea of what we went 
through. After we landed, the 
ship was given in charge of a man 
named Gilley who promised to 
look after her, and, after this, we 
took only an occasional walk to 
where she lay as we could not do 
anything until we got orders from 
the Company. During the evening 
Miss Garland and a friend sur- 
vivor named Gosse came and took 
photographs of the ship. Anyone 
who can obtain any of these pic- 
tures will be able to see and get 
an idea of how she looks today 
lying on the rocks. 

We had young seal for tea last 
night and we certainly enjoyed it: 
I think everyone forgot. their 
troubles when they sat round the 
table to partake of the good feast 
which our kind friends had pro- 
After a good smoke, 
tobacco getting 
short, we all stowed away for the 
night 


vided for us 


although was 


JOHN GULLAGE, 
Chief Officer, 
S.S. ETHIE. 


(Editor's Note: Capt. Gullage, who is 
now in command of $.S. Cabot Strait, was 
awarded the O.B.E. for his services on 
$.S. Burgeo during World War Il.) 
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PADRE PLOUGHMAN 


Chaplain (P) H. PLOUGHMAN, 
RCN. 


HAPLAIN Harry Ploughman, 
oe formerly of Port 


Rexton, Newfoundland, has been 


appointed Command Chaplain 
(Protestant) of the Royal 


Navy’s Atlantic 


He succeeds to an 


Cana- 
dian Command. 
appointment 
left vacant by 
lain Charles 

R.C.N., on 


Padre 


the death of Chap- 
DeW. White O.B.E., 
April 22 


Ploughman took up his 


new post in the latter part of 


June In the July half-yearly 
promotions list he was promoted 
from Chaplain Class II 
lain Class ITI 


0rn 


11, 1909, 


to Chap- 
Port Rexton on August 
Chaplain Ploughman 
Navy at Halifax in 
November, 1931 He 


entered the 


served for a 
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short period in the Dockyard there 
before appointed to the 
staff of Captain (D), Halifax. 
From 1942, until March, 


being 


July, 
1943, he was attached to H.M.C:S. 
Avalon, at St. John’s, Newfound- 
land, then went overseas for 
with the 
Canadian 
Kingdom. 


auty 
Captain Commanding 
Ships in the United 
Returning to Halifax in 
1944, Chaplain Ploughman was 
appointed for duty with the Com- 
mander-in-Chief, Canadian North- 
west Atlantic, as assistant to the 
Senior Chaplain (P) 
staff of Captain (D) 
Chaplain-in-Charge. 
Throughout his 


April, 


and on the 
Halifax, as 
war service 
Padre Ploughman took advantage 
of every opportunity to sail in the 
ships carrying out escort 
North Atlantic 
in Canadian coastal waters 
ing May and June, 1942, 
periods at sea in the 
Rimouski and 
1943, he saw action in 
Havelock, a 
convoy she 
attacked by submarines. 
Later he served briefly in H.M.C. 
Ships Sorel and Kamsack. 

Demobilized in September, 1945, 
he was placed on the retired list 
in Saint John, N, B., but re-enter- 
ed the service at H.M.C.S. Bruns- 
wicker, Saint John, in 
1948. 

When H.M.C.S 
re-opened in May, 
Ploughman 


convoy 
duties in the and 
Dur- 
he spent 
corvettes 
March, 
H.M:S. 
when the 


Regina. In 


destroyer, 


was escorting 


was 
enemy 


December, 


Cornwallis was 
1949, Chaplain 
was appointed to the 
training base and 
there until his recent ap- 
pointment as Command Chaplain 
(P) of the Atlantic Command. 


new entry 


served 
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YOUR IMPERIAL OIL DEALER 


Sells 
Via WINTER PROTECTION 


You get an entire winter's 
insurance against frost 
damage to your cooling 
system with just one filling 
of Esso-Rad. It’s a_ per- 
manent-type anti-freeze 
that lasts the whole cold- 
weather season. Esso-Rad 
will not boil away or 
evaporate. It is also non- 
corrosive. You get more 
protection, more economy 
with Esso-Rad. Come in 
and see us this week for 
complete cold-weather pro- 
tection for your cooling 
system! 


IMPERIAL 


Esso) the sign that says: 


——— ETE 10 stor ror 


IMPERIAL OIL LIMITED 
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LAND-ROVER The Go-Anywhere Vehicle 


FOR PARTICULARS, 
WRITE, WIRE OR 
TELEPHONE 


ADELAIDE MOTORS, LTD. 


P.O. Box 996 St. John’s, Nfld. Dial 3015-6-7 











Produced by Job Bros. and 

Co. Ltd., one of the oldest 

firms in Newfoundland, ie 
Hubay quick frozen fillets OB BROTHERS 


‘ {3 CO. UMITED 0 g® 
are becoming more and ons maton ge 


. % + 
more well-known in North %e” 
America Newfoundland 


fish, caught in the crystal. JOB BROTHERS 


clear waters of the North 
Atlantic, packed and frozen and Company Ltd. 
by the quick-freeze method S¢. John’ 
is indeed Seafood par ex - JONN'S 


cellence. Established in 1780 
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Man of the Month 


BOOSTER FOR 
NEWFOUNDLAND 


EVEN years ago, when the 
S Newfoundland Tuberculosis 
Association came into being under 
the aegis of the St. John’s Rotary 
Club, Frank M. O’Leary, O.B.E., 
was elected Vice-President and 
Chairman of the Christmas Seal 
Sale. He has held that office ever 
since, and a great deal of the suc- 
the Newfoundland Tuber- 
culosis Association, which operates 
on funds raised by the Annual 
Christmas Seal Sale, has resulted 
from his great 
hard work. 


cess of 


enthusiasm and 


In everything Frank O’Leary 
has tackled he has shown excep- 
tional spirit and vigor, which may 
also explain why he is one of the 
successful of the new gen- 
eration of busines men. But while 
business been his 
has not 
and he 


most 
has pleasure, 
been his 
has . played a 
prominent role in many commun- 
ity activities such as the 
foundland Tuberculosis 
tion 


pleasure solely 


business, 


New- 
Associa- 


Born in St. John’s in 1894, son 
of Captain Frank O’Leary, a 
Grand Banks fishing skipper, and 
Mrs. Margaret (Lambert) O’Leary, 
he got to know first-hand the 
problems and_ difficulties that 
beset the men who formed the 
backbone of the Newfoundland 


economy. Educated at St. Pat- 
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Frank M. O'Leary, O.B.E. has been suc- 
cessful in business—and in ‘Making 
Newfoundland better known to New- 
foundianders’’. 


rick’s Hall Schools, he joined the 
firm of T. H. Estabrook and Co. 
@s a commercial traveller and 
spent nine years going about the 
island thereby gaining an intimate 
knowledge of the way his coun- 
worked. 


him 


trymen lived and orld 
War overseas for 


two years, where again his assoc- 


One found 
iations and experiences made him 
realize the sterling qualities of 
Newfoundlander. All 
these impressions combined to de- 


the average 


velop within him a genuine sym- 
pathy and understanding of New- 
foundlanders generally, and a de- 
want to them and 
the country at every opportunity. 


sire to boost 


3ack home in 1922 he started in 


business on his own as a manu- 


facturers’ In 1925 he mar- 


agent 
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WORLD’S LARGEST 


MANUFACTURERS 


of finest 


NEWFOUNDLAND 
MEDICINAL 
COD LIVER OIL 


EXPORTED ALL OVER THE 
WORLD IN STEEL DRUMS 
AND TIN-LINED BARRELS 


W. A. MUNN & 60, 


LIMITED 


St. John's Newfoundland 








ried Miss Mollie Duchemin, and 
has two sons, Francis Jr. and 
Williah, both of whom are follow- 
ing in his footsteps and are 
amongst the rising generation of 
young businessmen. With the 
energy and application for which 
he is noted, he built up his busi- 
ness to such an extent that it is 
a household word in Newfound- 
land and the products and firms 
he represents are widely known. 


For Frank O’Leary long ago 
realized the power of advertisng, 
and when the opportunity was 
presented in the mid _ 1930’s to 
boost Newfoundland and adver- 
tise at the same time, he seized it. 
As sponsor of “The Barrelman”, 
he presents a quarter-hour radio 
program, six days a week, devoted 
to Newfoundland and its people in 
all their aspects, history, success 
stories at home and abroad, and 
humorous anecdotes In conjunc- 
tion with the radio program, F. 
M. O’Leary Ltd. publishes “The 
Newfoundlander”’, a monthly 
house organ which carries the 
program material as well as 
other information of interest and 
benefit to the people in the most 
isolated sections of Newfoundland 
and Labrador 


The firm’s slogan “To make 
Newfoundland better known to 
Newfoundlanders” was never bet- 
ter exemplified than in 1947, on 
the 25th anniversary of its found- 
ing, and the 450th anniversary of 
the discovery of Newfoundland. 
To stimulate national conscious- 
ness in a time of great constitu- 
tional crisis, F. M. O’Leary, Ltd., 
awarded one thousand dollars in 
cash prizes for essays on the Re- 
sponsibility of Citizenship, and on 
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RIVERSIDE 


NEWFOUNDLAND WOOL PRODUCTS 


RIVERSIDE All Wool Blankets 


Camp Blankets, Fingering Wool, 
Mackinaw Cloth, Suit and Coat 
Fabrics for Men and Women 


Made in Newfoundland by 


Newfoundland Workmen. 


Distributed by 


THE HOUSE FOR VALUF 
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the Biographies of Great New- 


foundlanders. 


that 
nur- 
development of 


effort 
made to 


A more permanent 
Frank O’Leary has 
ture the cultural 
his fellow -countrymen, is his 
attempt to Newfounland 
“The 
and 

the 

Poetry 
Now in 


foster 
1944 


radio 


literature In through 
Jarrelman” 
“The 
O'Leary 
Award 


program 
Newfoundlander” 
Newfoundland 
was announced. 
its seevnth year, the annual poe- 
try contest, which has been judged 
by members of the Faculty of the 
Memoria 1lUniversity of 
foundland, 


New- 


produced much 


nas 


excellent poetry from new and 


established poets who have been 
with and 
wide-spread publicity and a total 


than a dollars 


rewarded considerable 


of more thousand 


in prizes 


Frank O’Leary helped his 


has 
compatriots in othe: 


His 


the need for 


many Ways 


war experiences taught him 
recreational facilities 
World 


John’s 


and when 
Two broke out, and St 


for servicemen 
Wal 
became a garrison city, he was 
of the 


Club 


active in the establishment 
Allied Merchant 
and was its first Chairman. When 
the Newfoundland Patriotic As- 
World Wat 


reorganized con ue l good 


Seamen's 


sociation of One was 


work in assistin edy depend- 


ents of men killed disabled, an 
all-out effort was made fo! 


Frank 


called on 


funds, 


and go-getter O'Leary was 


agaln 


Finance 
1e NPA he organ- 


One-pe! 


member of the 


ized the 


voluntary, 


deductior f 


plovees, and 
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sim- 
earn- 
unique 
has ever 
Fund To 
utilized to 
the full the time and space of his 
radio and press outlets. 
per man 


not be 
assessed on regular 
launched the most 
appeal Newfoundland 
seen—-the Fish-a-Man 
ensure its success he 


fishermen who could 
ilarly 


ings, 


One fish 
asked 
and the response was magnificent. 
From East, West, North and South, 
codfish came to F. M. O’Leary, 
Ltd., where the staff donated their 
time and efforts to the work of 
getting it packaged, shipped 


each season was 


and 
cost to the NPA. As 
ONE-per-CENT 
Fish-a-Man 
received 


sold at no 
a result of the 
campaign 
Fund, the 
period of 
hundred 


and the 
NPA 


vears 


over a 
than three 
the 
Fish-a-Man’s contributon being in 


more 
thousand _ dollars, 
excess of sixty-five thousand dol- 
lars Mr. O’Leary’s 
this connection 
by the 
the British Empire. 


services in 
recognized 
Order of 


were 


bestowal of the 


F. M. O’Leary, 


professional 


O.B.E., is 
politician 


not a 
and firmly 
insists he has no political inclina- 

But 
and 


tions onthe basis of his re- 


cord heritage it was not 
that when 


issue 


sur- 
prising 
tional arose 
land he became aé supporter 
Responsible Government and Pre- 
sident of the Re Govern- 
ment League 

Club, 
he is its Vice-President for 
1950-51 He is also a 
the St 
Bally 


Club, 


member of the Rotary 
member of 
John’s Curling Association, 
Haly Golf Club, City 
Benevolent Irish Society, 


the 


and Knights of Columbus. In the 
last-named 


left a 


organization he has 


worthwhile legacy of his 
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MATTERS 
CONSULT THIS DEPENDABLE COMPANY ON ALL 


PERTAINING TO YOUR 


UIREMENTS 
INSURANCE REQUD) 


J. K. LACEY — Res. Mgr. 
CITY CHAMBERS, ST. JOHN'S 

















FISHERMEN’S UNION TRADING COMPANY, LIMITED 
Head Office and Distributing Depot at Port Union, Newfoundland. 


Incorporated in 1911. Branches along the 
North-East coast from Port Rexton to LaScie 


@ importers of Dry @ Exporters of Salted, 
Goods, Hardware, Hard Dried & Labrador 
Provisions, Fishery * Cure Codfish, Pickled Sal- 
Salt, Coal, etc. mon & Herring. Berries. 





CBS* carries a complete line of 
SPORTING GOODS 


Also Hardware, Gro- 
ceries and Feeds, Ladies’ 
and Men's Clothing, 
Crockeryware, House 
Furnishings, and Foot- 


wear for All Seasons. 





When in Corner Brook, visit the Modern 
Department Store of 


‘CORNER BROOK STORES Ltd. _ 


CORNER BROOK . DEER LAKE 
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years ago he 
Chairman of the 


capabilities. A few 
was appointed 
Primary Education Fund original- 
ly set up to take care of the edu- 
cation of the children of deceased 
members. By putting on a power- 
ful drive through various cultural 
activities and a request for dona- 
tions, he and his associates brought 
this fund to a point where it is 
not likely to be imperilled by the 


biggest demand on its finances. 


From Frank 
M. O’Leary, O.B.E., has climbed to 


point of distinction 


small beginnings 


a high and 
success in his native land. Today 


at fifty-six, besides being Presi- 
dent of F. M. O'Leary, 
President and Proprietor of Build- 
ing Supplies, Ltd., Hub 
Sales Co. Ltd., in St. John’s; Dir- 
ector of the Newfoundland Gene- 
ral Fire 
Eastern 
St. John’s, 
Northern 


Ltd., he is 


and the 


Insurance Co., Ltd., and 


Provincial Airways, Ltd., 
Director of the 
For 


two years he was a Councillor of 


and 
Box Co., Englee 


the Board of Trade. 


A lover of chess and fishing, big 
ap- 
conversation 


in stature and handsome in 


pearance, fluent in 
and friendly in manner, he is as 


approachable today as he was a 


generation ago In the interests 


of his business he has travelled 


extensively in Europe as well as 
the North American continent, but 
Frank M. 


concerned 


as fat as 


©O.B.E., is 


O'Leary, 
there’s no 
place like home—and that’s New- 


foundland. 
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OF FRESH COD 
FILLETS, SALMON, 
HALIBUT, ROSEFISH, 
FLOUNDERS, PICKLED COD 
@ GENERAL IMPORTERS. 
WHOLESALE & RETAIL 
DEALERS, COMMISSION 
& MANUFACTURERS’ AGENTS 
Established in 1918 


GEORGE BATTISTE & CO. LTD. 


CHANNEL, NEWFOUNDLAND 
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ST. JOHN’S 


NEWFOUNDLAND’S GREAT MAIL ORDER HOUSE 
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Alice in Newfoundland 


Thousands of square miles of 
snowclad Christmas trees! Lit 
with the logic of Lewis Carroll’s 
imagination, a Christmas 
and for the children of the 
world, Without the spruce, 
Christmas would be a dull affair 
indeed. Not merely because of this 
tree’s importance as the focal 

point of festivities in the home but 
also because of the paper produced 
from its pulp. Christmas cards 

and letters, personal messages 
which mean so much, gay 
wrappings which make gifts 
twice-welcome, Christmas books 

and alli the host of other 


fairy! 


printed matter read at this happy 
season, these would be practically 
non-existent without the Christmas 
tree. Trees have always had a 
peculiar significance in human life, 
from primitive man’s belief that 
trees had perceptions and Passions, 
to the holy trees of the East. But 
the significance of trees to 

mankind has never been greater 
than today, in this first age of 
widespread literacy; for from forests 
such as those behind Bowaters 
mills in Canada and Scandinavia 
comes the paper on which are 
printed the great newspapers and 
the books of the world. 


Issued jointly by 
THE BOWATER PAPER CORPORATION LIMITED 
London, and 
BOWATER’S NEWFOUNDLAND PULP AND PAPER MILLS LIMITED 
Corner Brook, Province of Newfoundland 
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